TheTrageait; 

Haft. His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmooth to day , 

Thcrcs fome conceit ©r other likes him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirir, 
/thinkethcreis neucranaan inChriftendome, 

That can lefler hide his louc or hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight lhall you know his heart. 

D ar . what of his heart prcceiue you in his face. 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day ? 

Haft. Mary ? that with n© man here he is offended* 

For if he were , he would haue fliewcu it in his face. ^A^Jc , 
Dar.p Pray God he be not , / fay. 

* Enter Glofier. 

Glo. /pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do confpire my death with diucllifh plots, 

Ofdamned witchcraft , and that haue preuaild 
yoox\ my bodic with their hcllilh charmcs ? 

Haft. The tender loue/beare your Grace my Lord, 

Makes memoft forward in this noble prefence, 

To doomc the offenders whatfoeuer they be : 

I fay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witneffc of this ill, 

Sec how /ambcwitcht, behold mine armc * 

7 s like a blafled fapling withered vp. 

Tnisis that Edwards wife , that monurous witch, 

Conforted with that harlot ftrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Hifi. /f they haue done this thing my gratious Lord. 

Glo. /f,thouprctc<ftorofthis damned tlrumpct, 

Telft thou me of iffes ? thou art a traitor. 

Offwith his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

/will not dine to day /fwcare, 

Tntill /fee the fame , fome fee itdone .* 

The reft thatloue ine,comeand follow me. Exeunt ,manet 
Ha. Wo wo for England, not a whit forme : Ca.vith Haft. 

For /too fond might haue preuented this : 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his hclmc, 

But I difdaind it , and did fcornc to flie, 

Three times to day roy footecloth horfe did ftumble, 

And ftartlcd when he lookt vpon the T awer, 


ofRichardthc third. 

A s loth to beare roc to the ftaughtei^houfe. 

Oh, now I want the Prieft that (pakc to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuanr, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were burcherd, 

And 1 my felfe fecure in graceand fauour : 

Oh MargaretjMargarct : now thy heauic curie ^ 

Is lighted on poore Haftings wretched head. ffAAAAA - 
Cat. Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would 6cat dinner; 
Make a ftiort ftirift,hc longs to fee your head. 

Haft* O momentary ftate of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then jor the grace of heauen ; f or 

Who builds his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, 

Liucs likeadrunken Sayler on a maft, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the dccpc. 

Come leaale me to the blocke, beare him my head, 

They fmile at me, that fhortly fliall be dead. Extunt . 

Enter Duke of Glofier and Buckingham in armour. 

Glo. Come cofcn, canft thou quake & change thy colour ? 
Murther thy breath in middle ofa word, 

And then begin againc and ftopagaine. 

As if thou wcrtdi draught and mad with terror. 

Buc. Tutfearenotme. 

I can counterfeit the dccpc Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backc,and pric on euery fide : 

Intending deepcfufpition,gaftJy lookes 
Are at my feruicclike inforccd fmiles, 

And both are readie in their offices 
T o grace m y ftratagem s. Enter Motor. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Lctmealonctocntcrtainc him. Lord Maio® 

Glo. Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Bur. The reafon we haue fent for you. 

Glo. Catesby oucrlookc the walles. 

Buc. Harke,Ihcarcadrumme. 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, here are enemies. 

Buc. God and our innocencic defend vs. 
file. O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 

G i Enter 
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